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Multiple warnings, for blood, violence, and non-consensual acts. The story is about vampires; they are not nice, 
and sometimes they kill people. 


The eldest of the three lifted his head, clear blue eyes mirroring the flickering candlelight. He sat, arm 
outstretched on the solid wooden back of a very good couch that had certainly seen better days. Stretching 
languidly, he took a deep draught straight from a bottle that the unknowing observer would take to contain 
wine. He wrinkled his nose in distaste and placed the bottle down on the marble-topped serving table, the dust 


particles it kicked up hanging in the warm air. 


"Too cold?" the red-headed (as of this week) one asked. 


Ignoring the question, the vampire simply set the bottle down on the table and sighed, gathering the young 
redhead close to him, stroking his hair. "I'll take it from you instead," his voice, ancient as a sigh in a deserted 
tomb skating across the new vampire's ear, promised. A gentle bite to that delicate curve of the ear, not 
breaking the skin, not with the fangs. A lick. Just the tip of the blood-red tongue trilling along the outside edge 
of the ear's fragile skin. From another it would be affection From this one it was a taste. "You never seem to 


learn" 


The youngster tried so hard to hold still, to submit to the whispers and caresses, the scarcely veiled threat, 
but could not for the life (if he could be said to have such a thing) of him hide his trembling. In life, he'd had 
little fear. It had taken him more than thirty years to realize he should have been afraid all along. He'd been a 
vampire now for over a hundred years, and still was so much younger than the others as to be childlike in his 


weakness. 


Allowing another vampire to drink from his veins was beyond any pain Tré had known in life. It was punishment, 
pure and simple, and he had no choice but to submit. Mike's blue eyes pierced him now just as sharply as they 
had those many years ago, when Tré was alive. Sometimes there was still kindness in them. Other times, when 


the hunger was great and they gleamed like mirrors, there was only death. 


Hs name had always been Michael He'd left Ireland for America on a Dutch East hda shp bound for New 
Amsterdam in the year 632. He'd raised himself and his sister Cait after his parents passed She was a strong lithe 
thing, red-haired and spirited. Cait would ride in his cart to the marketplace each day, until she was old enough to 
stay behind and mind the house. She taught herself to make their clothes, and mend them. Her seams weren't 
always straight, but they most always held The small garden patch Michael planted was enough to keep them fed, 
and Cait tended if, chasing the rabbits away with a stick 


For his own part, Michael set out before dawn each day, walking with his cart fo the outlying farms, asking the 
farmers for eggs, potatoes, carrots, milk - anything he could get. A few hours past sunrise, he'd be in town, 
shouting and selling and bargaining He'd take his cut at the end of the day, and the farmers would get theirs the 
next morning. He never cheated them, and they never failed to give him something to sell if they had it 


Years passed, and Cait grew fall and beautiful. Michael had his hands full with the local lads, who always just 
‘happened to be passing by and wondered if Miss Cait might be in?" Eventually, he had no choice but to let her 
marry one of them, and then his Cait was gone, off to raise a family of her own Hed had a few romantic 
interludes of his own, but they amounted to litte more than a flower here, a poem there. When Cait left there 
was nothing to keep him 


So Michael left Cait and her new husband in the little house his father's father had built, and used nearly all his 
savings to buy passage on the Dutch shp. He and Cait said their good-byes, he threatened the husband with grave 
injury should any harm befall her, and he was boarding the shp with all his possessions in a small trunk within a 
month of the wedding. 


Many would die in the passage, but he was young and healthy, and knew how to fake care of himself: He'd packed 


his own stores of dried meats and fruits, enough to keep him alive as long as he was careful in his rations. He 
stayed on the main deck as much as possible, out of the stagnant air, mopping and cleaning fo keep himself from 
being banished belowdecks. But he'd never expected the damned shp to be full of vampires Michael didn't survive 


the crossing. 


Mike lifted Tré in his arms as easily as a man would lift a child to carry him to the long red couch, where he 
could be laid flat and the bloodstains wouldn't show. All the furniture in this room was beyond old, some of it 
rotting at the seams. Their noses could no longer detect the odor of decay, not when blood overstimulated 


their senses to the exclusion of all else. 


Tré had gone limp with panic, his eyes wide, and made no attempt to resist. Mike felt an aching in what passed 


for his heart, but didn't allow the pity he felt to show on his face. He had no choice. 


Michael spent his days on the ship making himself as useful as possible, though he was a paying passenger. He often 
worked long into the night, and learned much about sailing and about keeping it all in "ship-shape." He grew close to 
the crew, eating with them, helping them with their daily work. 


He often felt as though there was another presence on the ship, something just beyond the corner of his eye. He'd 
asked many of the crew members about the feeling he couldnt shake, and they put it off to him being a 
landlubber. They held their own superstitions, but more to do with things in the water than things aboard the shp, 
which they thought they knew like the backs of their own hands. Nothing could be on this ship without them knowing 
about it, Mikey-boy, so he should set his mind to the tasks at hand, and to the journey ahead And so he did 


The vampires had cornered him in the gunpowder room below the aft deck, knowing he'd not dare fight them off 
with fire for fear of an explosion Michael had been fetching some rope stored there, and had the sudden, uneasy 
feeling that he was not alone. He drew a deep breath and gripped a spare length of wood warily, turning slowly, 
‘Come on, then," he said, in a low, even tone. "What do you want?" Many pairs of eyes gleamed at him from the 
deep shadows, and his own eyes began to adjust fo the semidarkness. Hs lantern, of course, had been left outside. 
They were everywhere. Dark, human shapes. Crouched on top of barrels, behind barrels, on piles of sacking. 
"Jesus," he whispered. 

The shapes began to shift, began to draw closer. 

Michael retreated until his back was pressed into..another body. Too hard, too cold to be human He froze, ancient 
alarms ringing in his mind. Wishing he'd been old enough fo remember the stories his mother had told him before she 
ded 


A sexless voice slithered into his mind like something physical, bypassing his ears entirely. You, boy. | want you. 


Michael's mind raced, trying to formulate a coherent thought. I was like swimming through thick mud with the 


creature somehow touching, somehow invading his mind, easily overpowering his mental efforts. "Why me?" 


The answer came in a series of mental pictures: himself working in the galley, on the maindeck, up in the rigging, 


sweat dripping from his brow. Smiling, calling to the other sailors. 


But..." Michael's brain stalled again The hair on his arms and the back of his neck stood at attention "No, Ive felt.l 


knew..what are you?" 


The creature's hand gripped the back of his neck, and he felt the scrape of its claws curving around, barely 


touching his throat. Soon enough, boy, you'll learn not to ask impertinent questions. 


Michael's vision dimmed and his wrist twitched, fingers opening involuntarily, letting the useless stick drop. He heard 
it clatter to the deck, rolling away. The word "vampire" fitted across his mind. Then the creature hissed, its hand 
tightening like a vise around his throat, and he thought and heard no more. 


Tré's mind spun in useless circles as he hung limply in Mike's arms, his head falling against Mike's chest, where 
he wished he could hear a beating heart. He didn't understand; what the hell had he done so wrong? Mike had 
only taken his blood once before, and he had to admit he'd deserved it then Didn't understand, didn't 
understand, didn't understand A lump rose in his throat. Mike was not gentle, exactly, but neither was he 
harsh. 


Mike laid him out on the long couch carefully, his face unreadable. "| told you he's coming, Tré. You can't fuck 


up anymore." His voice was solid and definite. "Billie, strip him." 


Tré's tears fell silently from his widened eyes, streaking his face a garish red as they rolled down his cheeks. 
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"Bill, | said strip him," Mike repeated quietly, turning away to loosen his collar and open the top few buttons of 
his shirt. 


Billie had stared blankly at Mike following the first request, brow furrowed in confusion The second request 
sounded a hell of a lot more like an order. Mike didn't order him around very often, but after more than two 


hundred years together, Billie'd learned not to argue when he did. 


He stood from where he'd been lounging on the floor, plucking at an acoustic guitar with his back pressed 
against an ancient, moldy green armchair. The carpet beneath his bare feet had once been magnificent, hand- 
knotted by aged Persian women, but was now worn thin, and the filth conglomerated to make it nearly all one 


uniform shade of brownish gray. 


Not knowing quite what Mike had in mind, Billie set the guitar aside and approached Tré with trepidation. He 
risked grabbing Tré's limp hand, giving it a brief squeeze before bending to his task, unbuttoning, unzipping, 
bodily lifting Tré to remove his shirt and trousers when Tré made no effort to help. 


The sailors never did figure out what happened to their Mikey-boy. After a while, they stopped saying his name 
aloud, fearing some great bad luck No one else outright disappeared during the voyage, and the number of deaths 


was about average. The captain would say a few words over the bodies, which were then dumped overboard 


Out of respect for the dead, they were sent over fully clothed They would have had to been stnpped to discover 
the cause of death - a gaping wound fo the inner thigh, out of which the blood had been almost completely 
drained If the crew had been paying attention, they would have noticed that the wounds became less nasty as the 


voyage progressed, as though the killer was gradually polishing his skills 


Mike turned and cast his eyes briefly over Tré's nude form, inclining his head in a slight nod of approval. He 


kept his features carefully composed, a small wrinkling around his eyes the only indicator of his inner struggle. 
"All right. Billie, | want you to put his arms above his head, and hold him still" 


He knew exactly what he was, and what he had to do to survive. Knowing this, that he would have fo kill another 
human being in order to go on living, Michael was content fo crouch, then sit, and eventually lay prone in the damp 
bowels of the shp, waiting to pass on. But in due course the creature, the one who had done this to him, 


reappeared 


The creature spoke aloud, in a low, grating tone. "F you won't feed of your own accord, Michael, | will have to 
force you." The way it said his name sent a shiver down Michael's spine. He was a simple country boy; he'd never 


known such malice existed in the world 

"There's no need," he whispered. 'I only want fo be let alone. Please..." 

"You preter not to kill" It wasn’t a question, but even in his weakened state, Michael felt compelled fo answer. 
"Yoo" 


The girl, his first, had seemed so frail. It had shocked Michael that she could fight so hard, damage herself so badly 
trying to escape. Something had gone wrong, she was too lucid Her strength and the way she fought for her life 
astonished him. He'd tried to calm her, tried to soothe her, but it had all gone terribly wrong. He'd had fo kill her 
out of mercy. There was no choice, not with her mangled leg dangling, nearly detached from the rest of her body. 
He'd simply grasped her jaw, and with a grinding twist, her life was over. 


He hadnt fed again for days, dwindling away in self-loathing and remorse. Hs Master, as the creature insisted upon 
being called, had told him there was a way to feed that would allow the victim to survive if he was careful 
Leaving any visible marks was too risky - he had to feed from somewhere unobtrusive. That left either the upper 
leg or the chest, near the heart. The heartfeed was often overwhelming for a young vampire, his Master 
whispered, it was easy to get carried away; the best method was fo drain blood from the inner thigh 


It was not a painful process for a human, and could even be a sensual experience, he was told A victim could be 


kept alive indefinitely, and some might be persuaded to give up their blood willingly. 
But his strength had failed him, and he'd murdered her instead. 


Astonishingly clear blue eyes met Billie's, holding his gaze. Mike's voice intruded his mind. Please. | don’t want to 
hurt him 


Billie drew a breath and grabbed Tré's arms, pulling them over his head. Tré was nowhere near as strong as 
Billie, and Billie knew he wouldn't be able to escape. But it seemed important to Mike that Tré not be able to 
move at all, and he wasn't sure how to accomplish that. He looked questioningly at Mike, who was standing now 


at the opposite end of the couch. 


Mike grasped Tré by the ankles, pulling him down to the edge of the couch, until Tré's bare ass collided with 
the couch's arm, and Mike put Tré's legs up over his shoulders. Billie followed Tré's body, crawling onto the 
couch, then pinning Tré's arms under his knees and crouching over him, using his hands to hold Tré's shoulders 


flat, looking down at Tré's face with a concerned expression, then up at Mike, not daring to speak aloud. 


When Mike opened his mouth, revealing his lengthening fangs, Tré snapped out of his reverie. He kicked at Mike 


with all his might, fighting desperately. 


"No! You asshole! | didn't fucking do anything, whats wrong with you?" he shouted, thrashing about as best he 
could with his shoulders pinned and his legs in the air. He linked his ankles behind Mike's head, doing his best to 
strangle him. Mike easily separated his legs, and bent briefly, licking at Tré's thigh. He was using Tré's legs now 
as leverage to keep Tré's hips flat on the couch, holding them in the air and pushing straight down. 


"Nol" Tré screamed, his tears beginning to fall freely, unheeded as he shook his head wildly. "This makes no 
sense! You son of a bitch! Mike, look at me! Just look at me! Billie! Billie, please, don't let him do this!" Tré looked 
at Billie, pleading with him, but Billie just met his gaze sadly, then looked away. 


Affer the first, his Master had come to him again, crouching next to him and stroking his hair reassuningly. "You 
Just need help, Michael," it whispered in its grating voice that was nothing like a human's. "H wasnt your fault, it 
was mine. | had forgotten how difficult it was, the first few times. | will send someone to aid you, to keep the 

victim trom injuring themselves." Michael had felt an urgent pull in his mind, an overwhelming need to look at his 


Master. 
"Trust me, Michael We will help you, and no one else will die. You must feed" 


He did feed Another vampire, sometimes more than one, would accompany him. He was so careful, so very gentle, 
but he couldn't help tearing the flesh a little bit at first, out of nervousness and inexperience. Gradually, he learned 
fo make only two small puncture wounds, barely noticeable. 


Teetering on the very edge of hunger aft all times, he would only take the smallest amount of blood necessary fo 
continue in his undead state. Human blood became the closest thing fo a culinary delicacy he'd ever tasted in his 
short and sheltered life. The blood of women and men was so different, the men's more iron-rich blood leaving a 
distinctly metallic aftertaste. Even among members of the same sex, the taste varied considerably, from the 
delicate bouquet of a young woman's blood, to the rich, sensual taste of the middle-aged woman, and the slight 
vinegary tang of the crone. 


Michael took great comfort in knowing that while he had caused, perhaps, some mild discomfort, there would be no 
lasting harm. His Master assured him the victims were well cared-for, returned to their sleeping places with little 
more than a vague memory of being out of bed in the middle of the night. 


Ignoring Tré's screams and pleas for mercy, Mike bent from the waist and sank his fangs deep into Tré's thigh, 


easily locating the large femoral artery, feeling Tré's blood surge into his mouth. 


Tré arched his back and screamed incoherently. The pain was overwhelming, white-hot and searing. It felt as 
though Mike had shoved a hand inside his abdomen, gripping and yanking at his spine. He sobbed and gasped for 
breath, roaring in anguish over and over again as Mike hurt him so very badly. It overwhelmed all of his 
senses. He couldn't see, could hear nothing but a roaring in his ears. The physical pain almost shut out his pure 


disbelief that Mike would violate him in this way, much less for no reason that Tré could comprehend. 


It took every bit of Billie's strength and concentration to hold Tré down, and every last reserve of his 
willpower to not scream at Mike to stop. He had no idea what the hell was going on, where this had come 
from, and it was so sudden that he couldn't get his mental feet under him to even know how to react other 
than to mechanically obey. Mike's mental assertion that he didn't want to hurt Tré seemed patently absurd. 
What the hell did he think he was doing, then? 


An eternity later, it was done. Mike stood upright and pushed Tré's legs to the side, then simply turned and 
walked out of the small parlor-room, letting the door click into place behind him. A slight shaking in his hands 
went unnoticed by the other two, who were far too preoccupied being utterly stunned. 


